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Author's Notes: 


Thanks to Heather for letting me play in her Fuse universe. | asked her why we never saw Lars in her fics. 


She told me that she was waiting for me to write him. What Heather wants, Heather gets. 


Thanks for the beta too! 


Lars had never known that secrets carried so much weight. Standing over James, watching him sleep, he 


wondered how he could even stand up any more. He'd built up a huge stockpile of secrets in the past few 


months and wondered where it would end. 


The secrets used to be so simple and didn't weight on him at all. So what if James wanted Dave and Dave 
wanted James. Lars didn't give a fuck. He didn't care if the two of them fucked themselves raw as long as 
they showed up for practices and gigs. If the two of them wanted to sneak around and keep it a secret that 
just made it easier for Lars to ignore. 


When they moved to San Francisco, that all changed, all because of three little words: Cliff wanted James. At 
first he thought maybe he was reading too much into the way Cliff spent time with James. He told himself 
that Cliff was just passionate about his music and that was why he spent so much time with James. If he sat 
too close to James that was because he didn't like to talk loud when expressing his ideas. After all, he did 
those same things with Lars. But he knew that Cliff didn't watch him walk away with hungry eyes and he knew 
that if he went off with Dave, Cliff's eyes didn't narrow and track their movements. 


So he wasn't surprised when Cliff began to make comments about Dave's "lifestyle". Not too many at first, 
just a comment here and there, usually after one of Dave's more aggressive acts. Then little by little, Cliff 
began to build up to whole conversations with him about Dave and how having someone like that in the band 
could affect them getting anywhere in the business. Promoters didn't want to bring in acts that had a rep for 
violence. Drunkenness was part of the lifestyle, but violence wasn't. He built a case against Dave incident by 
incident until Lars knew that sooner or later he was going to have to take a side. He was either going to have 
to agree with Cliff and get rid of Dave or he was going to have to tell Cliff to go fuck himself, mind his own 
business, and risk loosing a fantastic bass player. The problem was, he wasn't sure which one it would be. So 
he waited to see what would happen. 


He might never have taken a side if it hadn't been for James getting stinking, fall-on-your ass drunk and telling 
Lars a big secret. Since they'd moved to San Francisco, something had been gnawing at James. Lars could see it 
and knew it wasn't band related so it had to be Dave related, but couldn't quite get a handle on what it was. 
They didn't seem to be fighting, and they didn't seem to be about to make any "big announcement" to him and 
Cliff about their relationship, so he figured it had to be something in between the two. 


If it hadn't been getting the pressure he'd been getting from Cliff, he probably would have shut James up 
before he really started going on about Dave. He would have cut James off, put him to bed, and let him sleep 
it off. Instead he listened as James talked about Dave and said three words that scared him spitless. 


"Dave loves me." 


What scared him more was the look on James's face. It was half happiness, half anguish. In that second, Lars 
knew that this was killing him. James had a lot of issues with love and being in love. As long as he wasn't sure 


what he wanted from Dave and what he wanted to give to Dave, this whole situation would destroy him. 


By the next morning, all James had was a hangover and a blank memory. Lars had a new weight inside him. He 
had made a choice. He didn't feel old enough to be making these types of decisions for himself let alone for 
James, but he also knew he couldn't watch James suffer any more. Dave had to go, and Lars had to be the 


one who did it. 


So as they drove across country with Cliff sleeping in the back with Dave, he repeated every conversation 
that Cliff had ever had with him about Dave to James. Only this time, he knew James's weak points. Knew 
where to apply the pressure and in what amounts. By the time they had reached New York City, he'd worn 


James down until he had agreed to bring in Kirk Hammett to replace Dave as their guitarist. 


Lars was the one who bought the bus ticket, the one who woke Dave up, and the one who told Dave he was 
out. He packed Dave's stuff for him and walked him down to the truck. He did all this to spare James as much 
pain as he could, but he doubted that it made it any easier for him. At least it didn't make it harder. 


The drive to the bus station was hell, but the drive back was worse. On the way, there had been tears, but on 
the way back, there was nothing but a blank stare. It was as if James hurt so much he had withdrawn into 
himself. Lars preferred the tears. 


For days after, James wore that look as they waited for Kirk to arrive. James talked very little, ate very little, 
and drank like a fish. Everyone noticed his increased drinking, but put it down to making the tough decision to 
get rid of a bandmate who was like a brother to him. Lars fostered that idea in them to ensure that no one 


ever suspected anything different. 


The worst times were the nights, when despite all the alcohol that James had consumed all day long, he would 
still lie awake in his bed. He didn't cry. He just lay there staring up at nothing barely even blinking. Lars knew 
because he didn't sleep, either, just stared at James and listened to Cliff snore. 


Finally, exhaustion took over and James fell into a deep sleep. Lars stood over him watching him sleep, feeling 
all this weight press down on his soul. He wanted to sleep, but couldn't until he'd fixed something. He couldn't 
fix James, but he could protect him. 


Turning away from James, he walked over to where Cliff was sitting on the couch, smoking a joint. He stood 
behind him for a minute, and then reached over, wrapped his one of his forearms around Cliffs throat, and 
used his other hand to yank Cliff's head back by the hair. He tightened his forearm around Cliff's throat to 
silence the yelp he made. He glanced over his shoulder to ensure that it hadn't woken James up. The fact that 
James hadn't even moved increased Lars's resolve. He tightened his arm again cutting off most of Cliffs 


oxygen. 


Cliff was frantically try to pull Lars' arm away from his throat, but while Lars may not have been a large 
man, hours of pounding the drums had made him a strong one. Cliff wasn't getting free until Lars let him go. 


"Listen to me and listen good, fucker" Lars whispered in Cliffs ear. "Dave may be gone, but that doesn't mean 


you get James." 


Cliff jerked. 


Lars felt calm and spoke as if he wasn't choking the life out of another human being. "If you ever make a 


move on him, and | mean any move, | will kill you." 

He could see belief in Cliff's eyes, but held on for another minute to make his point. 

Then he let go and Cliff collapsed against the couch, gasping for air. Cliff looked up with his hands rubbing at 
this throat, pulling in air desperately with fear in his eyes. Lars knew that he was adding another secret to his 


burden, but this one he was glad to have. 


After keeping eye contact with Cliff for a minute, Lars walked over to his bed and crawled inside. Then he just 
let the weight of his exhaustion and his secrets drag him down into sleep. 


